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\ J tender plants, which dread the boiſtrous gale, 


Bloom in the ſhelter of a tranquil vale, 
+ Beneath fair Freedom's all protecting wing 


The Liberal Arts, ſecure from danger, ſpring ; * 


Through ravag'd Europe now while diſcord reigns, 
And War's dire conflicts deſolate her plains, 
©, leſt they periſh in this boaſted age, 
Once more the victims of barbarian rage, 
Her ſhield'to guard them let Britannia rear, 
And fix, in fafety, their Aſylum here! 

Here, where mild reaſon holds her temperate ſway, 
Where willing {ubjefts equal laws obey, _ 
Firm to that well pois'd ſyſtem, which unites 
Wich Order's bleſſings Freedom's ſacred rights. 
Mid wrecks of Empires, England, be it thine, 
A bright example to the world to ſhine, 
Where Law, on Liberty's juſt baſis rear'd, 
Of all the Safeguard, is by all rever'd, 
And ſtems alike, when clouds of diſcord low'r, 
The Storms of Faction, and the Strides of Pow'r. 
Hence have the Muſes on the lifts of Fame, 
With pride, recorded many a Britiſh name ; 
And on their Votaries, in this lov'd abode, 
Bright wreaths of never fading bays beſtow'd ; 
True to the cauſe of ev'ry Engliſh bard, 
Tis your's the juſt inheritance to guard, 
What, thought his vaulting Pegaſus diſdain 


The ſervile check of too ſevere a rein, - 


Like untaught Courſers of the Arab race, | 
He moves with freedom, energy, and grace ; = 


- 
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With caution, then, the generous ardor tame, 
Leſt, while you chaſten, you repreſs the flame ; 
Some licence temper'd judgement will permit 
To Congreve's, Wycherly's, or Vanburgh's wit ; 
Nor, for an ill-timed ribald Jeſt, refuſe 

A tear to Otway's, or to Southern's, Muſe ; | 
But chief, with reverence watch his hallow'd bays, 
To whom this night a Monument we raiſe ; 
Beyond what ſculptur'd marble can beſtow— 

The ſilent tribute of ſurviving woe— 

Beyond the pow'rs of undecaying braſs, 

Or the proud Pyramid's unmeaning maſs; 

A ſhrine more worthy of his fame we give, 
Where, unimpair'd, his genius ſtill may live; 
Where, though his fire the Critic's rule trangreſs, 
The glowing boſom ſhall his cauſe confeſs; 

Where Britain's Sons, through each ſucceeding age, 
Shall hail the founder of our Engliſh Stage, 

And, from the cavils of pedantick Spleen 

Defend the glories of their Shakipeare's Scene. 


EPILOGUE, 


WRITTEN ON THE SAME OCCASION, 


By GEORGE COLMAN, Jun. Eſq. 
And Spoken by Miſs FARREN, 


HAT Partcan ſpeak—O, tell me, while I greet you 
What Character expreſs my joy to meet you! 
But Feeling ſays, no Character aſſume ; 
Let Impulſe dictate, and the Soul have room. 
Tame glides the ſmootheſt Poem ever ſung, 
To the Heart's language, guſhing o'er the tongue: 
Cold the Addreſs the ableſt Scholar drew, | 
To the warm glow of crying—Welcome, You! 
Welcome ] thrice welcome] to our new rear'd Stage! 
To this new æra of our Drama's Age 
Genius of Shakſpeare, as in air you roam, 
Spread your broad wings exulting o'er our Dome! 
Shade of our Roſcius, view us with delight, 
And hover ſmiling round your favourite Site! 
But to my purpoſe here—for I am ſent, 
On deeds of import, and of deep intent; 
Paſſion has had it's ſcope, the burſt is paſt; 
And I may ſink to Charader at laſt, 
When ſome rich Noble, vain of his virtũ, 
Permits the curious croud his Houſe to view, 
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When Pictures, Buſts, and Bronzes, to diſplay, 
He treats the Public with a public day, 

That all the World may in their minds retain them, 
He bids his dawdling Houſekeeper explain them: 
Herſelf, when each Original's inſpeRted; 

The greateſt, that his Lordſhip has collected. 

A Houſe now opens, which, we truſt, enſures 
The Approbation- of the Amateurs; 

Each part, each quality,. tis fit you know it— 
And I'm the Houſekeeper employ'd to ſhew it. 
Our pile is rock, more durable than braſs, 

Our decorations, Goſſamer, and Gas. 

Weighty, yet airy in effe&, our plan, 

Solid, tho? light, —like a thin Alderman, 

Blow wind, come wreck” in ages yet unborn, 
Our Caſtle's ſtrength ſhall laugh a ſiege to ſcorn,” 
The very ravages of fire we ſcout, 

For we have wherewithal to put it out. 

In ample Reſervoirs our firm reliance, 

Whoſe ſtreams ſet Conflagration at defiance. 
Panic alone avoid, let none begin it— 

Shou'd the flame ſpread, ſit til}, there's nothing in it; 
We'll undertake to drown you all in half a minute. 
Behold, obedient to the Prompter's bell, 

Our tide ſhall flow, and real waters ſwell. 

No River of meandring paſteboard made, 

No gentle tinkling of a tin caſcade, * _ 

No Brook of broad cloth ſhall be ſet in motion, 
No ſhips be wreck'd upon a wooden ocean, 

But the pure element it's courſe ſhall hold 

Ruſh on the Scene and o'er our Stage be roll'd.* 
How like you our Aquatics ?—need we fear 

Some Critick with a Hydrophobia here, 

Whoſe timid caution caution's ſelf might tire, 
And doubts, if water can extinguiſh fire ? 

If ſuch there be, ſtill let him reſt ſecure; 

For we have made © Aſſurance double ſure.” 
Conſume the Scenes, your ſafety yet is certain, 
Preſto! for proof, let down the Iron Curtain. 1 
Ah ye, who live in this our brazen age, 

Think on the comforts of an Iron Stage, 

Fenc'd by that maſs, no perils do environ 

The man who calmly fits before cold iron— 

For thoſe who in the Green Room fit behind it, 
They e' en muſt quench the danger as they find it: 
A little fire would do no harm, we know it, 

To modern Actor, nor to modern Poet. 


Here the Scene riſes, and diſcovers the water, &c, &c. 
+ Here the Iron Curtain is let down; 


'To 


[But Beaux, and ye Plum'd belles, all perch'd in front, 
Vou' re ſafe at all events, depend upon't: 
So never riſe like flutter'd birds together, 
The hotteſt fire ſhan't ſinge a ſingle feather; 
No, I aſſure our generous Benefactors 
> Twould only burn the Scenery and the Actors] 
Here ends as Houſekeeper my explanation; 
And may the Houſe receive your approbation ! 
For you, in air, the vaulted roof we raiſe; 
Tho' firm it's baſe, it's beſt ſupport your praiſe. 
Stamp then your mighty ſeal upon our cauſe ! 
Give us, ye Gods, a thunder of applauſe! 
The high decree-is pall—may future age, 
When pondering o'er the annals of our Stage, 
Reſt on this time, when labour rear'd the pile, 
In tribute to the genius of our iſle; 
This ſchool of art, with Britiſh ſanftion grac'd, 
And worthy of a manly nation's taſte! 
And now the Image of our Shakſpeare view, 
And give the Drama's 'God the honour due. + 


+ Here the Iron Curtain is taken up, and diſcovers the Statue of 
Shak ſpeare, under a Mulberry Tree, &c. &c. 


+4+*+ The fix lines in Crotchets, were given by a Friend. 
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